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Thus for a saint's apostacy,

The unimagin'd woes                                     10

And sorrows of the Hierarchy

None but an angel knows.

Thus for lost souls' recovery,

The clapping of all wings;
And triumphs of this victory,                            15

None but an angel sings.

So none but she knows to bemoan

This equal virgin's fate,,
None but Lucasta can her crown

Of glory celebrate.                                         20

Then dart on me, chaste light, one ray

By which I may descry
Thy joy clear through this cloudy day,

To dress my sorrow by.

TO ALTHEA; FROM PRISON

SONG

WHEN Love with unconfined wings

Hovers -within my gates,
And my divine Althea brings

To whisper at the grates;
When I lie tangled in her hair,                            5

And fetter'd to her eye,
The gods, that wanton in the air,

Know no such liberty.

When flowing cups run swiftly round

With no allaying Thames,                              ro

Our careless heads with roses bound,

Our hearts with loyal flames ;
When thirsty grief in wine we steep,

When healths and draughts go free,
Irishes, that tipple in the deep,                          15

Know no such liberty.